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VAMPIRE BLOB 
VS CHILIPEPPERMAN 


Chilipepperman, head adorned by his ever-present red 
chilipepper-shaped helmet, pushed open the rusty door 
to the Innocentville Corner Shoppe in search for a cure 
for his pulsating headache. It was as though he could feel 
the blood pulsing with each beat of his heart, hammering 
right in the middle of his temples. Too many mezcal 


margaritas last night. 


The desk clerk looked vaguely up at him, his eyes 
bright with naivete but dim with the disinterest of 
working an 8-hour shift at a corner shop. He briefly ran 
his eyes over Chilipepperman’s dusty t-shirt and the dark 
sweatpants that he had clearly slept in. Chilipepperman 
grabbed a bottle of pills from the aisle nearest the cold 
drinks, pausing for a moment before grabbing a new ‘Flay 
Min Hot Chip Flavored Mountain Mist’ soda. He knew 
it wouldn’t be good, but he felt compelled to try any new 
hot and spicy flavor that was released, whether because it 
matched his costume and theming or simply because he 
loved spicy food. As he turned away from the refrigerated 
section and back in the direction of the front counter, he 
thought he saw a dark shadow slip by at the end of the 
aisle. He paused, looked more closely in that direction, 
and, seeing nothing, walked to the front desk. He slapped 
the bottle of pills and the soda down shakily on the table, 
rubbing his exposed forehead and sliding the stuff toward 
the clerk. A few ear-piercing scanner beeps later, and the 
clerk, whose uneven staff nameplate said *Derkly', looked 


up at him. 


“That'll be six dollars and sixty-six cents,” he said, 
eyes wide 1n fear at the superstitiously-loaded number 
that Chilipepperman’s purchases happened to add up to. 

“Ngh,” Chilipepperman muttered, reaching into his 
pants pocket and dredging up a number of crumpled, 
small bills. Unrolling and un-crumpling them, he slapped 
them down onto the surface of the desk, slowly counting 
out coins that added up closer and closer to the exact 
amount on the screen. 

“Oh,” Derkly the desk clerk said, “We don’t take 
coins anymore. There's a shortage." 

Chilipepperman stared at him blankly. “What?” he 
asked. 

“There’s a nationwide coin shortage, so we’re 
phasing out taking coins as payment,” Derkly explained, 
nervously scratching his arm. 

“That doesn’t make any sense, shouldn’t you want as 
many coins as you can get? [ve got exact change,” 
Chilipepperman said, raising an eyebrow. 

“No, I think they’re getting rid of the penny or 
something,” Derkly said. “Nothing we can do about it.” 

“But it’s still legal tender,” Chilipepperman said, 
temples now beating more and more painfully. He looked 


longingly at the bottle of aspirin. 


Derkly was distracted for a moment as he thought he 
saw a black blanket or something swing by at the end of 
the aisle in front of him. Shaking the feeling off, he 
turned back to Chilipepperman. 


“Don’t you have a card or something?” he asked. 
Chilipepperman sighed. Months earlier, he had had an 
encounter with a houseless person in Innocentville 
Square. The man had asked Chilipepperman for some 
change, and the spicy hero replied that he didn’t carry 
cash, only cards, so unless the houseless man had a card 
machine, he couldn’t help him. Well, it turned out he did 
carry a credit card terminal with him, and 
Chilipepperman had ended up giving him 60,000 dollars, 
most of his savings. He didn’t particularly want to help 
the guy, but felt awkward after having tried to get out of 
giving him anything, and found himself helpless against 
the stone-cold logic of the man and his credit card 
machine. Ever since then, Chilipepperman had begun 
carrying only cash, in small amounts, to restrict how 
much he might have to give up if he ever encountered a 
houseless person asking for money again. Now, it seemed, 
that strategy had come back to bite him. 

“I don't have a card with me,” Chilipepperman 
sighed. He grabbed his change and prepared to just leave 
without getting his soda and painkillers, when a deep, 
dark voice arose from directly behind him. 

“Perhaps I can help,” the voice intoned. At that 
moment, Chilipepperman stepped back and his foot 
nearly slid from beneath him, in a puddle of rich crimson 
blood on the floor. He let out a shout, just as the blood 
began to bubble and ooze upward, rising into a column of 
undulating, bloody gore until it was nearly 6 feet tall. The 


blood darkened, and features appeared in its shape. 


PIRE 
BLOB 


Gradually, the blood formed itself into the image of 
a man with a giant, misshapen head, wearing a long, 
flowing pleather cape and a t-shirt emblazoned with a 
stylized "VB? logo. The face’s features appeared- a huge, 
wide mouth with two giant, shark-like fangs; bulging, 
heavy-lidded eyes popping out on top like creepy stalks; 
three feathers on the top and sides of his head; a gaping, 
wretched, stinking hole where the nose should be, with 
the bones visible where cartilage should connect. 
Becoming solid and pale, the figure was revealed— 
Vampire Blob! 

Now, mind you, Vampire Blob is a weird creature. 
Formed from the intermingling of the blood of famed 
turns-into-any-liquid superhero Hero BLOB with the 
blood of an evil vampire, he exists in a strange state of 
half-superhero/villain and half-vampire, able both to suck 
blood and to transform into any amount of blood. His 
appearance 1s like a cadaverous version of Hero BLOB 
himself, leading to him being confused for the Hero 
BLOB rather often. Chilipepperman, meanwhile, had 
never seen Vampire Blob before, and immediately took 
him to be the hero himself. 

“Hero BLOB!” Chilipepperman said. “You look 
awful! And why were you a puddle of blood?” 

“Just for fun,” Vampire Blob s,aid unconvincingly. 
“Here, let me take care of that,” he said to Derkly the 
clerk. “And add these to the order." 

Vampire Blob reached out and plopped down a bag 
full of a dozen blood oranges. Does he even like them or 
is this just him trying to be consistent with his branding? 


We’ll never know. 


Vampire Blob handed over a dark-colored, metal 
credit card. 

“Oh, a black card,” Derkly said. “Fancy.” He took the 
card and slid it through the credit card machine behind 
the counter. After a few moments, a flat and 
disappointing beeping sound rang, and Derkly looked up 
sheepishly at Vampire Blob. 

“Uh, sir... it says it was denied. Do you have another card 
to use?” 

Vampire Blob stared deeply into Derkly’s eyes, his 
vampiric red pupils beginning to glow with preternatural 
power as he thought hard. Suddenly, he grabbed his blood 
oranges and Chilipepperman’s pills and soda. 

“Run!” Vampire Blob shouted, twisting his body in an 
agonizing one-point turn and swooping out of the corner 
store with incredible, unnatural speed. 

“Hey!” Chilipepperman said, apologetically half-looking 
at the flabbergasted desk clerk and turning to run after 
the vampiric being. “Sorry!” 

Six blocks later, Chilipepperman caught up with 
Vampire Blob. 

“Hey, BLOB! Why did you do that?” Chilipepperman 
yelled at the figure, who was chomping down angrily on 
an unpeeled blood orange. 

“Just for fun,” Vampire Blob said, smiling widely 
with gore-like citrus pieces flopping around in his fanged 
mouth. Chilipepperman could see that the creepy figure 
had dozens of finer, snake-like fangs that had appeared 
from his gums when he began eating. He shuddered. 


“Seriously, BLOB, you look really bad. Are you sure 
you're doing all right?” 

Vampire Blob paused, turned to look at 
Chilipepperman, really analyzing his presence for the 
first time. 

“You are quite concerned about me, aren't you?" he 
asked. 

“Sure, BLOB, we’re friends! You look like a corpse 
got run over by a salt truck.” 

“We are... close friends, are we not?” Vampire Blob 
said, tentatively. 

“Yeah, of course, BLOB, you know that. We’ve 
been on loads of adventures together.” 

“So...” Vampire Blob began. “You would help me if 
I were in trouble?” 

“Of course, BLOB. Just like you would do for me, 
like when...” he paused. “Well, I can’t think of any 
examples of when you've actually helped me, but I'd like 
to think you would if I needed it.” 

“Yes.... well, my... close friend,” Vampire Blob said 
unconvincingly, holding out the soda and pills to 
Chilipepperman, who grabbed them thankfully and 
downed 3 aspirins. “I believe I may need your help... 
THIS VERY DAY!” 

In emphasis, Vampire Blob opened his cape up, 
flapping it out like bat wings. He began to laugh maniacal 
laughter, as Chilipepperman swallowed down a swig of 
Flay Min Hot Chip Mountain Mist, grimacing at the 
flavor and immediately tossing the rest of the bottle in a 


nearby trash can. 


“Let’s get a coffee and you can tell me all about it,” 
Chilipepperman said. He was a little concerned at Hero 
BLOB’s strange behavior, but to be honest, Hero BLOB 
was a weird enough guy that nothing he could do would weird 
out Chilipepperman too badly at this point. 

Minutes later, the duo arrived at the Coffee Plop, 
Chilipepperman’s current favorite locale for caffeination. 
After ascertaining that they still took cash and paying for his 
Mayan Mocha (which includes a luscious mix of dark 
chocolate and cayenne pepper flavoring), Chilipepperman 
walked back to the table half in shadow where Vampire Blob 
had sat down. He placed his own coffee down and slid 
Vampire Blob a mug of Garlic Soda, Hero BLOB’s favorite 
drink. 

Vampire Blob touched the mug, then caught wind of the 
garlic smell through his nose-hole and hissed, pushing the 
mug away. 

“So,” Chilipepperman said, ignoring the weird behavior. 
“What’s the deal, BLOB?” 

“Oh, it is a tale of woe,” Vampire Blob said, doing his 
best to express great horror and fear with his creepy face, his 
voice coming off very insincere. “It appears, in the normal 
course of being a superhero, which I do all the time since I’m 
Hero BLOB, I have had an encounter with a rare Amazonian 
bat. Its bite has subjected me... to the horrors... of....” With 
each word, Vampire Blob has cast his voice lower, quieter, 
forcing Chilipepperman to move closer and closer until their 
faces are right next to each other. “... VAMPIRISM!!!” 
Vampire Blob shouted, spraying flecks of blood orange on 
Chilipepperman’s face and coffee, and turning every head in 
the cafe to look at them. 


Chilipepperman, annoyed, leaned back and wiped his face 
with a napkin. He silently mused that he would probably have 
to find a new cafe. 

“Okay, so you’re telling me vampires exist. I guess that’s not 
surprising, Chilipepperman said. “And apparently you can 
get it from a bat, like rabies. Okay.” He took a sip of his 
Mayan Mocha, fishing a little piece of blood orange out of it. 
“So what can we do? There must be some kind of cure.” 

“Ah, yes,” Vampire Blob said, feigning a deeply concerned 
expression. “A cure. How I have sought such a thing, poring 
over ancient tomes and learning as much as I could—” 

“I thought you hated reading,” Chilipepperman said. “You 
always told me books were only good for eating.” 

“Yes...” Vampire Blob said, mind racing to come up with an 
explanation. “It must be the vampirism! It has caused me... to 
like reading. It is a classic symptom.” 

“Huh,” Chilipepperman mused, sipping his coffee. “Have 
you considered this might actually be an improvement to 
your quality of life?” 

“It would be,” Vampire Blob said, looking darkly at 
Chilipepperman and leaning in again. “If it weren’t for the 
insatiable hunger and bloodlust for the vital fluids of the 
innocent!” His red-pupiled eyes bore into Chilipepperman. 

“Yeah, that’s definitely a downside,” Chilipepperman said. 

"|n any case,” Vampire Blob went on with his sales pitch, “I 
have found one possibility for removing this horrible curse 
from me!” 

“Awesome!” Chilipepperman said. 

“I must consume consecrated Eucharistic wine from a 


Nicene liturgical church,” Vampire Blob said flatly. 


“According to the necromantic manuals I found from the 
Early Modern period, the consecrated wine in a 
transubstantiation or consubstantiationist church in some 
abstruse manner becomes physically and spiritually che blood 
of Christ, which according to the man himself can become 
living spiritual water and heal all thirst forever- in this case, 
heal my thirst for blood!" 

“Okay, great," Chilipepperman said, rolling with it. “It’s 
nearly noon, and Innocentville Cathedral usually has noon 
services on Wednesdays. Let's go!” 

As Chilipepperman stood to leave, Vampire Blob grabbed 
his arm. 

“Tt’s not that easy," Vampire Blob said. “I am a vampire now; 
I cannot enter the holy realm of the interior of a church. Í 
will melt to dust and possibly be destroyed forever! I tried 1t 
once before, and was only saved by a careless Janitorial staff 
member of the cathedral, who happened to clean up the mess 
with a particularly demonic sponge, shielding me from the 
totality of the irradiative sanctifying power of the church." 
“Gosh, you really do sound completely different as a 
vampire," Chilipepperman said. 

“The point is,” Vampire Blob said, tightening his grip on 
Chilipepperman’s sleeve, “I need you to go into the church 
for me. Take the rites, accept the body and the blood, and 
save the blood-wine in your mouth. According to the most 
up-to-date theologians of transubstantiation, the wine 
remains theologically energized for roughly 34 minutes after 
consecration. Luckily, that portion of the service is near the 
end, so depending on the hymns they sing, you will have 
roughly ten minutes to get out of the church, come to me, 


and feed me the blood-wine like a baby bird!” 


Chilipepperman was taken aback. What Vampire Blob has 
proposed is disgusting, annoying, and weird. But the captain of 
capsaicin remains a stalwart friend, and he stared at the funky, 
dessicated body of the man he believed to be his friend Hero 
BLOB. Taking out an extra aspirin, he downed it and the rest 
of his Mayan Mocha and turned to the sickening vampire in 
front of him. 

“All right,” Chilipepperman said, “PI do it.” 

An hour later, Chilipepperman knelt near the altar in the 
front of the Innocentville Cathedral. A silent bead of sweat 
trickled down from below his helmet (which he was glad no one 
had made him remove for the service; it had been so long, he 
wasn’t even sure he remembered how to unlatch the chin-strap 
that held it in place). The priest, in fanciful colored robes, was 
making his way down the line of penitent church-goers, 
placing a wafer in each of their mouths. Chilipepperman 
looked up at the impaled, sad statue of a crucified Christ above 
him. He paled. This felt wrong. But for his friend... his mind 
continued to turn over, as the robed priest finally arrived at 
him. Further back in the line of people, Chilipepperman 
perceived the acolyte who was serving the consecrated wine. 
Victory was within reach. 

“The body of Christ,” the priest intoned, smiling down 
through a full beard at Chilipepperman. Not asking questions, 
not bringing accusations, just spreading his ritually-practiced 
sacrament to anyone who came. It seemed so wholesome to 
Chilipepperman, and he felt like a pretender, there only to 
take the holy wine away. “The Bread of Heaven,” the priest 
finished, swooshing the consecrated wafer down and placing it 
on Chilipepperman’s outstretched tongue. He smiled and 


moved on to the next person in the altar line. 


Immediately, Chilipepperman perceived a problem. 
The wafer, like most of such things designed and 
manufactured for mass use in the Mass, was dry as a dry 
potato. It immediately sucked all the latent moisture of 
Chilipepperman’s mouth, leaving his pate dry as a desert. 
His eyes widened and he tried to move the wafer around in 
his mouth to make his body produce more saliva— to no 
avail. Everywhere the enchanted wafer moved in his mouth, 
it pulled more moisture. There was no escape, except... he 
looked over. The chalice with the consecrated wine was still 
two parishioners away. More sweat beaded from his face, his 
hands lay clammy and cold at his sides, his right foot fell 
asleep. He needed the blood of Christ!! 

The old lady next to him smiled up at the acolyte. The 
young man intoned, “The Blood of Christ, the Cup of 
Salvation,” and smiled back to her. Slowly, achingly, the 
woman raised her rheumy, trembling arms, crepe-flesh 
waggling back and forth as her well-manicured fingers 
reached up to help guide the chalice to her waiting maw. 
Chilipepperman, headache now intensified by acute 
dehydration, stared, eyes bulging, as the old woman seemed 
to take hold of the edge of the cup in slow motion, degree by 
degree turning it up and tipping the barest minimum of 
liquid into her elderly mouth. She turned the chalice back, 
intoned an, “Ahhhhh,” as if she were in a soda commercial, 
and turned to leave. 

“Pardon me,” she said, placing her wafer-thin hand on 
his shoulder and using him as a support as she slowly, 
achingly rose to her feet and walked away. The acolyte, 
kindly, had waited unflinchingly through this display, and 


now turned his attention to Chilipepperman. 


Minutes later, Vampire Blob saw the beautifully- 
decorated Gothic revival back door of the Cathedral open, 
to admit Chilipepperman into the light of day. Beneath the 
awning of an abutting restaurant, Vampire Blob smiled, a 
leering grin of triumph at his approaching victory. 

But soon, Chilipepperman’s unusual gait and stumbling 
manner revealed something odd. ‘The man could barely 
stand— he was drunk! 

“Chilipepperman!” Vampire Blob rebuked him. “Did 
you drink the wine??” 

“HIC! Yeah... Sorry, BLOB, I just... it didn’t feel 
right, y know? Plus, that wafer was so freaking dry... I think 
I drank half a bottle in one gulp.” He laughed sheepishly, as 
Vampire Blob’s white skin grew somehow paler with hatred 
and anger. 

“Thou FOOL!” Vampire Blob shouted, slapping the 
inebriated Chilipepperman with the clammy back of his 
hand. “Then you have reduced me to this! Now, I must call 
upon dark forces more powerful than you can possibly 
imagine, to attain my great, dark ambition, and—” He 
realized he was about to reveal his actual evil plan, and 
cleared his throat, calming down and continuing in a normal 
voice. “Become a non-vampire once again.” 

Had he been sober, maybe Chilipepperman would have 
caught on. He’s not a dumb guy, after all, but Hero BLOB 
is such a weirdo that almost nothing seemed out of bounds 
as an action that he would take. So Chilipepperman leaned 
back on the restaurant wall and watched curiously as 
Vampire Blob took out an extendable walking stick type 
device, slid it open, and began scratching runic images into 


the ground. 


Strange names, unclean sigils, and perfectly-drawn circles 
poured forth from Vampire Blob’s little stick, until the earthen 
dirt around the little square was filled with one large magical 
circle and three smaller ones. Into the larger, 10-foot circle 
Vampire Blob proceeded, haughty and full of an untold 
confidence. 

“Arise,” he said, his voice sinister with evil vibrations. 
“Arise, my Blob Monsters! Come to me, fell creatures of 
despair, hunted, wicked things which I myself created! 
ARISE!” 

Chilipepperman felt a chill suddenly suffuse the air. Black 
clouds manifested in the sky above them, flashing turquoise and 
purple lightning dangerously close, but making no noise of 
thunder. The world was hushed. ‘The wind stilled. Vampire 
Blob pointed his stick at the closest of the smaller circles, 5 feet 
across and emblazoned with eldritch images and symbols. 

“Arise by my command, O Mummy Blob!” he shouted. 

Suddenly, a small tornado appeared from the black clouds 
above. Funneling down, it tore into the earth inside the smaller 
circle. Lightning struck, and from the smoky tornado appeared 
a thing of horror- dried, crackling, covered in linen wrappings, 
with a funky giant head matching Vampire Blob's- this was the 
horrifying creature from the pyramids, Mummy Blob! 

Vampire Blob turned to the middle small circle. “Arise by 
my command, O FrankenBlob!” he shouted. Once again, from 
the terrifying dark sky above, a tornado crawled down, flecked 
with lightning. In the circle appeared a horrid monster, 8 feet 
tall, all muscle and sinew, green like gangrene and looking as 
though it had been stitched together from the corpses of the 
dead. Its head, too, was similar to Vampire Blob, with a murky, 


idiotic expression on its face. Beware! Franken Blob! 


Finally, Vampire Blob turned his stick to the third small 
circle. “Arise by my command, O WereBlob!” he shouted. 
Chilipepperman started to get a little bored as the same 
rigamarol occurred, only this time revealing a horrid 
human-canine hybrid, hairy from head to toe, with a savage, 
gnarled-fang-containing Blob-like head atop its body, but 
with canine ears sticking out and covered in dog hair. The 
WereBlob had appeared! 

After a few moments, Chilipepperman walked forth. 
“So,” he said, looking at Vampire Blob. “When did you get 
the power to do, like, necromancy, BLOB?” 
Chilipepperman asked him. “Weren’t your powers already 
kinda OP enough without being able to summon monsters 
to the field?” 

Vampire Blob smiled broadly, his fangs glinting in the 
now-returning sunlight (yeah, sunlight doesn’t bother 
Vampire Blob, he just kinda sparkles sometimes and gets a 
rash). 

“These fell creatures were made by me,” he said. “They 
were once a team of mystery investigators, seeking to 
debunk all magic and terror. I furnished them with forceful 
proof of the Beyond, transforming them into these horrid 
beings, which I can summon by my magic circles, no matter 
how far away on the Earth they may be! Though it costs me 
greatly in mystical energy, nonetheless I have called them 
here from their far journeys abroad.” 

“Like, it was kind of a waste," WereBlob said to 
Chilipepperman, his voice sounding like a stoner teenager, 
cracking slightly. “We were actually all just having hot dogs 
at Pancho’s Hot Dog Emporium down the street.” 


“Yeah, you could have called first,” Mummy Blob said, her voice 
like that of a ditzy teen girl, taking out her Zapple Ephone and 
texting something to someone. 

“Me am love hot dog!” FrankenBlob said, his voice the only one 
that seemed to match his gruesome body. 

Down the street, the group could see the parishioners begin to leave 
the now-concluded church service. 

“Perfect,” Vampire Blob said, smiling cruelly. “With the 
parishioners gone, it will be easy enough for you to steal the 
consecrated wine for me.” 

“Like, consecrated wine?” WereBlob asked. 

“Tt’s to help him turn back into a human-ish guy, and not a 
vampire,” Chilipepperman explained. 

“Like, great!” WereBlob said. “Maybe if he turns into a human 
being, we'll all turn back too!” 

“You already turn back into a human every full moon, Scraggy,” 
MummyBlob said, using WereBlob’s former human name. “Some 
of us have been stuck as these disgusting creatures for ages!” 

“Yes, um, perhapppps you all will turn back to humans if I get 
this wine!” Vampire Blob said, unconvincingly. “In any case, you 
must get it for me so we can try!” 

Vampire Blob grabbed behind himself, pulling an enormous 
hardcover book from a hidden pocket in his cape. He opened it in 
the dirt, revealing that it was a very complex and detailed pop-up 
book designed to copy the exact layout of Innocentville Cathedral. 

“I spent a year studying the layout of the Cathedral, scraping 
through old manuals and floorplans until I discerned the exact 
location of what I need,” he said. “The elder priest always keeps the 
extra, unused liturgical wine in a cabinet to the left of the altar." He 


pointed to an obvious spot in the pop-up book. 


“You needed to spend a year to figure that out?” 
MummyBlob said, judgingly. “That’s like, a standard spot 
for a cabinet for the consecrated wine.” 

“She’s got a point,” Chilipepperman said, tongue 
loosened a bit from the wine. 

“SHUT UP!” Vampire Blob said, slamming the book 
shut. “You three monsters, go! Do my bidding, and bring 
the wine to me! I don’t care what you have to do to the 
priests! Kill them if you have to! Just bring me that wine!” 

The three monsters reluctantly turned away, grumbling 
and complaining to one another. WereBlob pulled at che 
back door to the church, which had locked automatically 
after Chilipepperman let 1t close. 

“Like, it’s locked!” WereBlob said. “Guess we can't go 
in there.” 

Vampire Blob glared at him, then at FrankenBlob, 
who got the message and promptly ripped the Gothic doors 
off the frame. 

“Jeeze,” Chilipepperman said, looking concerned at 


Vampire Blob, whose leering smile only grew wider. 


The monsters rushed in, laughing and giggling, ready 
to have some fun at others’ expense. Through his slightly- 
drunk brain, Chilipepperman couldn’t help but think this 
was wrong, and maybe going too far even for Hero BLOB. 

After a minute or two, Chilipepperman turned to 
Vampire Blob. 

“Sorry, Hero BLOB,” he said. “I’ve got to go in and 


make sure they don’t wreck everything.” 
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“Very well,” Vampire Blob intoned, turning his glowing 
red eyes evilly toward Chilipepperman. “But if you prevent 
me from getting the Blood, I shall personally eviscerate you 
and put your head on a stake at Castle Vampire Blob.” 

Chilipepperman grimaced. He didn’t know what a 
Castle Vampire Blob was, but the picture had been painted 
effectively enough. Nonetheless he turned and walked into 
the darkened doorway, determined to monitor the monsters’ 
progress but not interfere unless it was absolutely necessary. 

Through the winding corridors, Chilipepperman 
finally accessed the main hall of the church. Silently, swiftly, 
he dodged in and out of columns and pews, finally 
crouching down and hiding in a side chapel that was covered 
in many-armed candelabra, holding lit candles in honor of 
the saints. Somehow he felt more comfortable near the 
flames. 

He crouched there for a few moments, seeing no 
movement from the monsters. Finally, the priest, now in a 
normal collared shirt, emerged from the transept to 
rearrange some of the materials on his pulpit. The acolyte 
emerged from a room on the other side of the altar, holding 
the remainder of the consecrated wine for the day. Opening 
the side cabinet, he placed the bottle inside and shut the 
door. 

“Like, not so fast, man!” It was the cracking voice of 
WereBlob, who leapt softly down from a chandelier, landing 


mere feet in front of the main priest. 


“We’ll be taking that," MummyBlob’s sultry voice 
whispered, and she appeared behind the acolyte. Shoving 
him toward the priest, she ripped open the cabinet and 
grabbed the consecrated wine, launching out a linen 
wrapping onto the chandelier and swinging over to join 
WereBlob. 

“Hey!” the acolyte shouted. “You can’t take that!” 

“That is the consecrated wine,” the priest explained. 
“It’s exceedingly important to us! We are charged with 
keeping it safe!” 

“Well, Pd like to see you try to stop us,” MummyBlob 
said, laughing lightly. 

Chilipepperman, watching now from behind a lit 
candelabra, stared with wide eyes. Were the monsters really 
going to fight these priests? It seemed messed up. 

"Worry not, lad,” the priest said to the acolyte. 
“Though they be monsters, it’s yet 2 vs 2. We have a 
chance.” He pulled a large cross out of his belt, holding it up 
as though it would drive the monsters away. 

Suddenly, from below the altar, FrankenBlob burst up, 
sending masonry and stoneware flying in every direction. 
When the dust settled, the terrifying 8-foot figure loomed 
behind the priest and the acolyte. 

“Okay, the odds are a bit less in our favor than I 
thought,” the priest said. 

“Don’t worry,” said the acolyte, smiling up at him with 
mischief in his eyes. “I know a way to stop them!” 

The priest turned to the youngster. “No, Samny! Not 
the Sacred Staff of Aaron! You mustn’t use it!” 


“The Archbishop said it was only for emergencies,” 
said the acolyte named Samny. “I think this qualifies!” The 
young man pulled from his sash a highly-decorated, gilt 
wooden rod, flowering with beautiful golden flowers. He 
smiled. 

“This staff was used by Moses, and then by Aaron,” he 
said. “It manifests the very power of God on earth! By its 
divine and holy power, I shall transform into a being more 
powerful and holy than you could ever possibly imagine! A 
hero to protect our Church and drive away the dark of your 
sinful presence!” 

“Like, cool!” WereBlob said, genuinely interested. 
Chilipepperman leaned in closer to see what the acolyte 
would do with the golden rod. 

The child-like acolyte slowly, powerfully spun the rod 
around in a circle, setting his feet shoulder-width apart and 
tossing the staff like a cheerleader’s bow. At just the right 
moment, he caught it, shouting the incantation, “HEN- 
SIN!” 

A beautiful, unimaginable rainbow glow poured forth 
from the staff, encompassing the boy. MummyBlob hissed, 
FrankenBlob rubbed his eyes, and WereBlob just said ‘wow’ 
as the glow turned golden, wrapping like seraphic wings 
around the youngster, shining forth and encompassing him 
entirely. Then, the child laughed in ecstasy as the light grew 
brighter. 


At last, the glow faded. After a few moments, everyone’s 


eyes began to adjust. 


“Like, what happened?” WereBlob asked. A tear fell 
down the face of the priest. 

“I warned him that this could happen,” he said. “The 
staff generates such powerful holy energy, it rockets you 
forward on your spiritual journey. It would appear that it 
infused him with such incredible holy energy that Samny 
the Acolyte transcended his physical body and was 
transformed into a being of uncreated light, like Mount 
Tabor shone down upon Jesus at the Transfiguration. He is 
no longer of this realm, my friends. 

“Oh,” MummyBlob said. “So, uh... we're going to take 
the wine then.” 

“Very well,” the priest said. “I see that I cannot stop 
you. Just take the wine and leave, please do not damage this 


holy place any further!” 


At that moment, a glob of hot wax from the candles 
Chilipepperman was leaning against fell upon his exposed 
forearm. 

"DAMN!" he yelled, then realized where he was and 
quickly brought his chilipepper flamethrower-bearing arm 
up to cover his mouth. Unfortunately, that motion brought 
the flamethrower smacking right into the fully-lit 
candelabra before him, knocking about a hundred votive 
candles off and right into the ornate velvet curtain that 


hung next to it. 


CHILIPEPPERMAN 
(OOPS) 


“Fuck!” Chilipepperman yelled, trying to stamp out the 
flames with his flamethrower. The monsters and the priests 
looked over, confused at the foul-mouthed screaming. 
Unfortunately for Chilipepperman, he had never properly 
closed his gas-spraying nozzle on his flamethrower the 
night before, when he had been drinking so heavily. The 
ambient petrol 1n the chamber poured out as he violently 
tried to stamp out the flames, immediately bursting into a 
column of fire thirty feet long and sending Chilipepperman 
flying smack into the priest, collapsing into a flaming ball of 
fire. 

The monsters rushed off in three different directions, as 
Chilipepperman desperately initiated the flamethrower- 
ejection system, rocketing his chilipepper flamethrower off 
his arm and sending it flying into the mostly-wooden 
balcony of the Cathedral. Rolling desperately on the floor to 
put his own clothes out, Chilipepperman quickly recovered 
and smacked the priest's now-flaming clothes until they 
ceased to burn. 

"You're okay,” he said to the priest, but noticed that his 
eyes were welled up with tears and looking behind 
Chilipepperman. With some dread, the captain of capsaicin 
looked back and saw that his flames had now quickly spread, 
burning the hanging curtains and wooden structural 
supports of the ancient church. 

“Let’s get out of here!” Chilipepperman said, grabbing 
the older man and carrying him out of the flaming wreckage 
of the front door, just as the majority of the structure 


crumbled into a flaming rubble of embers and coals. 


Hearing the fire trucks coming from the distance, and 
seeing a crowd start to gather, Chilipepperman handed the 
shaken, shock-induced priest over to a bystander and rushed 
away, eager not to be associated with the terrible 
conflagration. Dully, he hoped some other flame-related 
supervillain would be spotted in the area, like the Mad 


Flamethrower Person or Firey Man. 


Arriving at the back of the Cathedral, Chilipepperman 
rushed up to Vampire Blob, who stood with his monsters at 
his back, eyes glinting with dark humor as he watched the 
Cathedral collapse in flames. 

“I hope you're happy now!” Chilipepperman said 
accusingly. “Because of you, the whole church was 
destroyed!” 

“Like, wasn’t it really your fa—” Were Blob began, but 
Chilipepperman cut him off by pointing at him and giving 
him a flaming look. 

“Was it really so important for you to get that stinking 
wine?” Chilipepperman accused. “Was it really worth it to 
turn back into a regular Hero BLOB?” 

Vampire Blob, as though noticing him for the first 
time, turned toward Chilipeperman. The look he gave froze 
Chilipepperman’s hot blood, so full of wicked triumph and 
dark humor it was. Vampire Blob stepped over to 
MummyBlob and snatched the wine bottle from her hands. 

“Back into a regular Hero BLOB?” Vampire Blob said, 
in a sultry, mocking tone. “I’m afraid that was never my 
intention.” 

Chilipepperman stepped away, taken aback by the evil 
energy pouring off of Vampire Blob. 


“This wine... this blood... is the key to my mastery over 
Creation itself. You see, I have the ability to turn into any 
kind of blood. A, B Negative, Zebra Blood, even the Blood 
of Time itself. But I could never manage to turn into the 
blood of the Savior, a very deity in human form. But with 
this, with this I can finally absorb his power and become as 
powerful as the Godhead itself! A perfected vampire, ageless 
and beautiful, spreading my pollution over all Creation for 
eternity!” He cackled evilly, his triumph nearly complete. 

“BLOB, you can’t! That sounds absolutely evil!” 

“Oh, it is,” Vampire Blob said. “Absolutely evil. P’ve 
become bored with moral gray areas.” 

M starting to think you aren’t really Hero BLOB at 
all,” Chilipepperman said accusingly. 


At that moment, ambling down the side street from the 
front of the Cathedral, Hero BLOB- the real Hero 
BLOB- sauntered up. 

“Hey, I thought that was you, Chilipepperman. I 
recognized your helmet,” he said. 

“Hero BLOB?!” Chilipepperman shouted. 

“Yeah, I was over at Pancho’s eating hot dogs all day, 
and heard about the fire. Oh hey, look what I can do!” He 
grabbed a hot dog out of his shorts pocket and jammed it 
into the broken nose-hole on the front of his face. “See, I 
gotta nose again! Hahaha!” Hero BLOB laughed, the hot 
dog disgustingly hanging flaccid out of his nose-hole. 

“But... if you're Hero BLOB, who's that?” 
Chilipepperman asked, pointing at the vampiric freak 


across from him. 


“Ooh, that’s Vampire Blob. When I got bit by a 
vampire, some of my special hero blood coagulated and 
turned into that freak. Nobody likes him, so he wears a 
creepy cape and does bad stuff all the time.” 

"I'm hurt,” Vampire Blob said. “I have done plenty of 
good things, no thanks to you, my heroic counterpart." 

“He's about to level up into something horrible!” 
Chilipepperman said. “You’ve got to stop him!” 

“Nope,” Hero BLOB said. “I’ve gotta get back to 
Pancho’s, it’s all you can eat today.” With that, he flew off, 
hot dog still dangling from the hole where his nose should 
be. 


“And now you know,” Vampire Blob crowed. “You’ve 
been bamboozled. Bamboozled by Vampire Blob! 
Hahahahaha!” 


“Like, not to interrupt,” WereBlob said, “But, like, we 
want to get back to Pancho’s too. I had only eaten, like, 486 
hot dogs, and my dog is probably eating the rest of ‘em off 
my plate! Poor little Flooby Goo hates to eat hot dogs 
alone.” 

“He’s got Belma,” MummyBlob said. 

“Like, yeah, exactly,” WereBlob said wryly. “Worse 
than alone.” 

Vampire Blob, irritated at the interruption, shooed 
them away. “Go. Go! But know that if I should need you 
again, I shall call you to me.” 

“Like, yeah yeah, same old same old,” WereBlob said, 
and the gang of monsters shrugged their way past 
Chilipepperman and down the alley. 


“At last,” Vampire Blob said hollowly, “The time has 
come for my rebirth!” 

“Don’t do it!” Chilipepperman shouted, raising his arm 
and realizing he had already lost his flamethrower. Vampire 
Blob uncorked the wine bottle, raising it to his foetid lips, 
licking them with his vampiric tongue. 

Chilipepperman, thinking fast, resorted to the last trick 
he had up his sleeve- or, to be more exact, up his helmet. 
Smacking a hidden button by his ear, the chilipepper 
champion lowered his head, pointing it at Vampire Blob. A 
chili-shaped missile slowly rose up on hydraulics from the 
back of Chilipepperman’s helmet, taking aim and launching 
at Vampire Blob. 

The missile struck, right as Vampire Blob gulped down 
a huge swig of consecrated wine. The explosion knocked 
Chilipepperman back, smashing into the tables outside the 
restaurant in the alleyway. 

Slowly, painfully, Chilipepperman picked himself up. 
He crawled forward, peering through the dust and smoke 
from the explosion. 

At first, all he could see was a bright, white glow. But at 
last, as the dust dissipated, he beheld an awesome sight. 
Glowing with ethereal light, Vampire Blob floated ten feet 
off the ground. He wore a gilt robe in shining white, arms 
outstretched as though to accept the stigmata. Voluminous, 
fluffy, white wings poured forth from his back, and a 
glorious halo burned brightly behind his now-handsome 
features. Wavy hair had appeared on Vampire Blob’s head, 


and was slicked back 1n a heavenly manner. 
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“Do not be afraid,” Vampire Blob said, looking down 
with golden eyes at Chilipepperman’s battered body. “I have 
ascended.” 

Chilipepperman looked up, unconvinced. 

“The blood has cleansed me white as snow, my friend,” 
he said, smiling lightly. “It has driven far from me any 
desire to do evil, to harm others, to chomp on people’s tasty, 
glutinous necks.” The floating being caught itself, as 
though almost falling into its old ways. “I have gone beyond 
the evil and wickedness of the Vampire Blob. For now I 
am....... Saint Vampire Blob!” 

Saint Vampire Blob raised his arms to the sky, beautiful 
light pouring out from them in all directions. 

“See, let me heal you!” he said, pointing at 
Chilipepperman. Golden light-rays poured forth from his 
finger, healing every scrape and cut on Chilipepperman’s 
body, even healing his liver and instantly driving away his 
drunkenness and his hangover. 

“I shall even set right what has been done to this 
Cathedral!” he shouted amiably, turning and pointing all 
ten fingers out at the still-smoldering rubble of the church. 
He closed his eyes, concentrated, and beautiful light poured 
out from him toward the building. 

He stayed like that for a while, before finally turning 
back to Chilipepperman. 


“I guess I don't have that power,” he said, slightly 
disappointed. “But I have so much power in this aura of 


holiness!” He smiled, a genuine smile, and laughed lightly. 


“Love without thought of recompense, my friend 
Chilipepperman,” Saint Vampire Blob said. “Live in a way 
that honors God and man! Be free from sin and live your 
life fully!” 

Chilipepperman sensed that he was about to go away, 
and leapt toward the saintly figure- to no avail. Saint 
Vampire Blob, still floating, turned away and began to rise 
up toward the sky. 

“Onward, to holy adventure!!” Saint Vampire Blob 
shouted, swinging away and receding into the distance until 


he was covered up by a cloud. 


Chilipepperman, now physically unharmed but full of 
guilt and anger, watched the angelic figure fade away. 
Somehow, he was angry at Vampire Blob, but perhaps even 
angrier at Hero BLOB for having involved him in this 
world of superheroic crap in the first place. Brushing the 
dust off his tattered clothing, he walked off toward the front 
of the Cathedral, wondering if it was too late to hit the 
priest with an amnesia-inducing blow to the back of the 
head. In his pocket, his aspirin pills jingled, a lasting 
reminder of his adventure with Vampire Blob. Grimacing, 
he took the pills out of his pocket and threw them in a trash 


Can. 


THE 


| i 
CIN D, 


DON T MISS 


THESE OTHER HITS/ 


CHILIPEPPERMAN 


pou seas | | 


in 
(icona | 
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Hero BLOB Magazine: Issue 1 and Issue 2 
Comics featuring Cloudman's pal Hero BLOB! 
He changes into any liquid! 
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Cloudman: Adventures with Tree! 


Cloudman fights a living sausage and pals 


around with an oak tree! 


Captain Mantis vs Cloudman! The most action- 
packed Cloudman comic yet pits the hero against 


a huge, militaristic mantis and a giant eyeball! 


